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Ramble to OX F OR D. 


1 Heard much talk of Oxford town, 
, And fain I wou'd go thither, 


When ploughing and ſowing time was done, 


It being gallant weather. 

Vather to it did agree, 
That Nell and I ſhould go 

But mother cry'd, that we fhould ride, 
So we had Dobbin too. 


Zo I goes unto ziſter Nell, 
And bids her make her ready, 
And put on her Zunday cloſe, 
As vine as any lady: | 
'Tis a gallant day, the morning's grey, 
And likely to be fair ; 
Therefore make haſte, and ſoon be lac'd, 
And I'll go bait the mare. 


So up upon the mare we got, 
And away we rid together, 

And every body that we met, 
We aſk'd how far *twas thither, 

Till at the laſt, when on the top - 
Ot Chiff: ldon we did riſe, 


I ſomewhat ſpy'd like ſtceples, and cry'd, 


Zooks, Nell, look yonder 'tis. 


So when as nearer to't we come, 
We zee voiks, infant thick: 

I heard a little baſtard zay, 
Leo, here come? country Dick. 
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Another baſtard call'd me Ralph: 
And how is't honeſt Jan? 


| Nay Roger too, and little Sue, 


And all the folk at home. 


Zo we rode on and nothing ſaid, 
But looked for an alehouſe: 
At laſt we zee a hugeous ſign, 
As big as any gallows. n 
It was Two Dogs, ſo in we rode, 
And called for the hoſtler, 
Out came a luſty fellow then, 
I wa*nt he was a wreſtler, 


Here take this horſe, and ſet'en up- 
And pi*en a leck of hay; 

For we are come to zee the town, 
And tarry here all day. 

Yes, Sir, fa:d he, and cal:*d the maid, 
That ſtood within the entry : 

She had us into a roomas clean, 
As though we had been gentry. 


So we zet down, ard bid them fetch, 
A flaggon of their beer: 
But when it come, Nell ſhook her head, 
And zed T was plagy d.ar. 
Says ſhe to me, It we ſtay here long. 
"Twill ſoon make us go a-begging; 


For I am ſure it cannot be, 


Zo much as od Martit's flaggon.. 
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So we got up, and away we went, 
To zee the gallant town. 

And at the gate we met a man . 
With a pltiful ragged gown : 

As for his ſleeves, I do believe, 
That they wete both torn off, 

And inſtead of a hat he wore a cap, 
*T'was a trencher covered with clothe 


And as we were going along the town, 
1 thought I had found a knife: 
I ſtooped down to pick it up, 
But was ne'er ſo ſham'd in my life. 
For the under ſide was all be—t, 
With an arrant Chriſtian's t—d : 


The boys fell a hallowing, An April Fool! | 


But I zed ne'er a word. 


As we went chio' a narrow lane, 
One catch'd faſt hold of Ziſter; : 

He'd parſons cloſe, and he didnt know us, 
But fain he wou'd ha? kiſs'd her. 

He was ſo plagy vine; but to my mind, 
He look'd much like a wencher: 

I up wi” my ſtick, and gi'en a lick, 

I believe it ſplit his trencher. 


Then we went into a very vine place, 
And there we went to church; 

I'kneeled down to ſay my prayers, . ' 
And did not think any hurt: 

In the middle of the prayers, juſt up ſtairs, . 
Was bag pipes to my thinking z ITN 


And the foiks be'ow ell a ſinging ton, 


As tho' they had bren drinking. 


I did'nt like the doings there, 
And z0 I took my hat; 


| I did'nt think they'd 20 ha' done, 


In ſuch a place as that. 


Bot Nell was for ſtaying till they had done 


Becauſe hel k'd the tunes, 
For ſhe was (ure ſhe ne*cr did hear 
Old Crundall play zuch at home, 


Then we went into a vine garden, 
All upan a hill; 

And j ſt belew a dial did grow, 
Much like a w2gzo0n-wheel 

But bigger by halt, which made laugh, 
Tas ke a garden knot ; 
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| When the zun ſhone bright, it went as right 


As our parſan's clock. 


Then we went out of that vine place; 


And went into another: 

Which was vorty times as vine 
As any of the other: 

Bleſs me! our John quite all along 
There's books pil'd up like mows: 


Vaith Nell, I wiſh that mother was here, 


If *ewas not for the cows. | 


And ia the middle ſtood two things, 


As round as any ball; | 


They told us twas the picture of + 


The world, zer, and all. 

And theſe who-knew how to turn them right- 
And how to turn them round, 

WAS o'cloek. 

In the world under ground, ' 


\ And many more things they could tell, 


That was as moſt as ſtrange; 


As when the zun ſhould zet and riſe, 


And when the moon ſhcu'd change. 


I did not care to ſtand ſo near, 


When all thoſe things I heard: 


| For I thought in my heart, it was the black: 


And I was alitle afraid. 4 


The zun being low, then we begun, 


To think of going home; 


Hut ode thing more, we zaw before 


We got quite out of. town. 


We went apace, for being in haſte, 


For fear of being benighted; 
Two hugeous men ſtood ſtrutting within, 
And Nell and I was frighted. 


Nell had a colour as red as a roſe, 
Ann durſt not £0 ar.y furder 
They had bloody weapons imtheir handt, | 
Stood ready there for murder; NPs. 
So we went back and took our mare, 
And away came trotting tome, 
Wi' ſtories enough to tell Vather and Mother 
And little fiſter Joan. _ 
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